"It is," said Peter.
"Theft-ant gate?" said the bishop suspiciously. "You are sure
it is not the tradesman's entrance?"
"It is everybody's entrance," said Peter.
"An unusual arrangement, and in my opinion an inconvenient
one," said the bishop. He turned from Peter to the angels.
"Gentlemen," he said. "I am the Bishop of St Pancras."
"If you come to that," said a youth in a dalmatic, putting his
head out of one of the turret windows, "I am St Pancras himself."
"As your bishop, I am glad to meet you," said the bishop, "I
take a personal interest in every member of my flock. But for the
moment I must ask you to excuse me, as I have pressing business
at court. By your leave, gentlemen"—and he shouldered his way
firmly through the group of angels into heaven and trotted
sturdily up the street. He turned only once, for a moment, to say,
"Better announce me," and went his way. The angels stared after ,
him quite dumbfounded. Then the trumpet angel made a post
horn of his trumpet, and first root-a-tooted at the sky, and then
swept the trumpet downwards like the ray of a searchlight. It
reached along the street to the bishop's coat tails; and the next
blast swept him like a dry leaf clean round a corner and out of
sight.
The angels smiled a beautifully grave smile. Mrs Hairns could
not help laughing. "Aim he a tease!" she said to Chipper, in-
dicating the trumpet angel.
"Hadnt you better follow the bishop in?" said Chipper.
Mrs Hairns looked apprehensively at Peter (she was not afraid
of the angels), and asked him might she go in.
"Anybody may go in," said Peter. "What do you suppose the
gate is for?" '
"I didnt understand, sir," said Mrs Hairns. And she was ap-
proaching the threshold timidly when the bishop came back,
flushed and indignant.
"I have been through the whole city in a very high wind," said
the bishop; "and I cannot find it. I question whether this is really
heaven at all"
82

